THE    HONEYSUCKLE    AND    THE    BEE

winter and old age. Why miss such a chance? Why not,
at any rate, collect something?"

"No/5 I replied to the demon (for such it again was),
"never again! I am content to know that the beetles are
there and to look at them alive when so inclined.

What wondrous things
Thy hand hath made

is what I now feel about beetles, if not about our latest
coins and postage-stamps. What is the use of possessions,
and why, above all, prefer a dead animal in a cupboard
to a live one in its haunts? There was something to be
said for collecting in one's boyhood; it took one about
and made one look out for things.53

"Have it your own way," said the demon, "but the
time may come when you have nothing to do at home
except listen to the wireless, and you know what that's
like as a rule."

"I shall play patience," I said; and the demon
retired bored, at least for the time being, though ready,
as always, to return at odd moments with suggestions
about gardening or book-plates.

"Anyhow," I said to myself, "merely living is a
hobby in its way." I had unintentionally spoken aloud.
An emphatic "Ah!" came from my left, and turning, I
saw the period piece with whom I had been conversing
earlier in the evening. "Hullo," I said, with no great
originality, "are you back?"

"My dear sir," he confided, "I found your con-
versation so interesting that I thought I might as well
come back for an hour. Pve just put the car-lights on."
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